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6 1 The Annuals— The Rejected. 

softened voice, at last,— ''Zoolphah ! if thou art indeed present, come forth at the call 
of him whom thou hast loved— who was once thy betrothed husband !" A shudder- 
ing stir among the women was the only sign by which their comprehension of the 
question was evinced. 

" Zoolphah ! wilt thou not acknowledge thy own once-loved Solymaun." Ano- 
ther and a longer pause succeeded ; but the agitation perceptible among the women 
betokened the extremity of their terror. " Nay, Zoolphah, T will be satisfied. 
Mark me — I seek to outrage none— I touch not, nor take aught beyond my own ; 
but my own I will have. The females, even of this ruffian tyrant, are secure from in- 
sult on my part ; for God forbid that, through me, the innocent should suffer for the 
guilty ; but one among ye belongs to me, and her I again demand : — Zoolphah, 
come forth, and prevent the necessity of satisfying myself by tearing off the veils of 
all I" 

The agitation of the women increased— they all sprang to their feet, and, unable to 
utter their thoughts, communicated together by expressive gestures. At length, one 
of them, urged on by the rest, came trembling forward. Solymaun made a step to 
meet her — " Zoolphah ! is it thou ?" exclaimed he, in a voice of suppressed emotion. 
" Speak — tell me is it thou — thou that art yet and ever mine ?" — And with impatient 
hand he loosed the bandage from her mouth, and the shawl which had geutly re- 
strained her arms: — •' Speak, Zoolphah ; but exclaim uot on thy life — seek not to 
alarm the place, oral! my power will not suffice to save thee." 

Still not a word was spoken— sobs, heavy and painful, that shook the very frame of 
her who uttered them, alone were heard. " Woman ! this exceeds my patience 1" 
exclaimed he, and, with a fierce gesture, seizing her veil, he tore it from her face and 
person. The face which met his eye, was indeed that of his Zoolphah, but oh ! how 
changed : —the cheeks were hollow and wan, and instead of the fondness which once 
beamed upon him from eye and brow, they now wore only the shrinking aspect of 
terror and despair 1 " Zoolphah !" repeated he, in tones of mingled impatience and 
affection, and opaning wide his arms — " wilt thou not fly to them? — dost thou too 
reject fine r" But whether the action was occasioned by horror or alarm, or both 
mingled with disgust, she shrunk from his embrace ; and, as she did so, his eye fell 
with keener scrutiny upon her retreating and now unveiled form. The sight of a 
basilisk could not have produced a more startling, a more terrible effect; — for that 
single glance had discovered, in a moment, the proof of her infidelity, and doubtless 
the cause of her estrangement. Dashing his clenched hands against his forehead, and 
covering his eyes, as if, by excluding vision, he could also have shut out thought, he 
stood for a moment aghast. A slight noise roused and caused him to turn his eyes : 
they fell upon the person of the Khan, in whose countenance, half shrouded as it was, 
his excited imagination read the smile of exultation. 

•« Devil ! infernal villain ! thy triumph shall be short 1 But first for a deed of 
justice— ay, of fearful bloody justice !" he repeated, with gnashing teeth, and eyes 
Hashing with the fire of insanity, as he wrenched the long dagger from his girdle, and 
rushed franticly upon the unhappy Zoolphah. The shriek she uttered was cut 
short by a vengeful blow of his dagger, which stretched her senseless on the ground. 
We dare not relate the horrid sequel. 

" And now, villain, for thee !" said he, in low and fearful tones, and advancing 
with measured pace, white he held up his gory dagger in the eyes of his victim— 
•• now that thy appetite for slaughter has been glutted with blood of thine own, now 
conies thy turn. Would — oh would to Allah, that thou hadst an hundred lives, and 
I could kill them all! — Father! brothers! sisters! wife! — oh Zoolphah! — would 
he had blood to shed for all !"— But let us not describe the horrid banquet of mad- 
ness and revenge. 

The only other story which we should have wished particularly to 
notice is the " Planter," as developing something of the abominable atro- 
cities practiced in the colonies. But the length to which we have al- 
ready gone prevents us from giving an extract. The two following 
pieces of poetry are among the best in the volume. 



THE REJECTED. 

BY T. H. BAYLY. 

Not have me ! Not love me ! Oh what have I said ? 
Sure never was lover so strangely misled ; 
Rejected ! and just when I hoped to be blest ! 
You can't be in earnest ! It must be a jest. 
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Remember — remember how often I've knelt, 
Explicitly telling- you all that I felt ; 
And talked about poison in accents so wild, 
So very like torture— you started— and smiled. 

Not have me ! Not love me ! Oh what have I done ? 

All natural nourishment did I not shun ? 

My 6gure is wasted — my spirits are lost, 

And my eyes are deep sunk, like the eyes of a ghost. 

Remember— remember — ay, madam, you must — 
I once was exceedingly stout and robust ; 
I rode by your palfrey, I came at your call, 
And nightly went with you to banquet and ball. 

Not have me ! Not love me 1 Rejected ! Refused ! 
Sure never was lover so strangely ill used ! 
Consider my presents — (1 don't mean to boast) — 
But, madam, consider the money they cost ! 

Remember you've worn them, and just can it be 

To take all my trinkets, and not to take me ? 

Nay, don't throw them at me !— You'll break,— do not start — 

I don't mean my gilts, but you mill break my heart ! 

Not have me ! Not love me ! Not go to the church ! 

Sure never was lover so left in the lurch ? 

My brain is distracted, my feelings are hurt ; 

Oh, madam don't tempt me to call you a flirt. 

Remember my letters, my passion they told. 

Yes, all sorts of letters — save letters of gold ! 

The amount of my notes, too — the notes that I penned, 

Not bank notes— no, truly, I had none to send ! 

Not have me ! Not love me ! And is it then true 
That opulent Age is the lover for you ! 
'Gainst Rivalry's bloom I would strive — 'tis too much 
To yield to the terrors of Rivalry's crutcft. 

Remember — remember I might call him out, 
But, madam, you are not worth fighting about ; 
My sieord shall be stainless in blade and in hilt ; 
1 thought you a jewel! I find you a jilt ! 

THE ACCEPTED. 

BS" THE SAME. 

I thank you for that downcast look, 

And for that blushing cheek ; 
I would not have you raise your eyes, 

I would not have you speak : 
Though mute, I deem you eloquent, 

1 ask no other sign. 
While thus your little hand remains 

Confidingly in mine. 

1 know you fain would hide from me 

The tell-tale tears that steal 
Unbidden forth, and half betray 

The anxious fears you feel : 
From friends long-tried and dearly loved 

The plighted bride must part ; 
Then freely weep— I could not love 

A cold unfeeling heart. 

I know you love your coitage home, 

Where, in the summer time. 
Your hand has taught the clematis 

Around the porch to climb : 
Yon casement with the wild rose screen, 

Yon little garden too, 
How many fond remembrances 

Endear them all to you ! 



